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A%e tick-tick of theclock on the man-
telpiece steadily registered the progress
of time, #2d Winterfield's fantastic at-.
tations were stiil Invished on his dog.
g‘-jﬁ‘.ven Father Benwell’s patience was

rely tried when the good country
gentleman proceeded to mention not
only the spaniel’s name, but the occa-
sion which had suggested it.

¢«We call him Traveler, and I will
tell you why. When he was only a
pappy he strayed into the garden at
Beaupark, so weary and footsore that
we concluded that he had come fo us
from a distance. We advertised him,
but he was never claimed—and here he
is! If you don’t object, we will give
Traveler a treat to-day. He shall have
dinner with us.”

Perfectly nnderstanding these words
the dog jumped off his master’s lap,
gnd sctually forwarded the views of
Father Benwell in less than a minute
more. Scampering round and round
the room, &s an appropriat expression
of happiness, he came into collision
with the side-table, end directed Win-
terfield’s attention to the letters by
sca’tering them on the floor,

Father Benwell rose politely to assist
in picking up the prostrate corre-
spondence. ButTraveler was before-
hand with him. Warning the priest,
with a low growl, not to interfere with
another person’s business, the dog picked
up the letters in his mouth, and carried
them by instelimer 5 fo his master’s
feet. Even then the exasperating
s Winterfield went no further than pat.
ting Traveler. Father Benwell's en-
durance reached its limits.

¢ Pray don’t stand on ceremony with
me,” he said. “I will lock at the
newspaper while you read yourletiers.”

Winterfield carelessly gathered the
3 letters together, tossed. them on the
3 dining-table at his side, and took the
uppermost one of the little heap.

Fate was certainly against the priest
or that evening. The first letter that
W orfield opened led him off to
moth.b;’mbject of conversation before
he had read it tothe end. Father Ben-
well’s hand, already in his coat pocket,
appeared sgain—empiy.

z ¢ Here's & proposal to me to go into
| parliament,” said the sgquire. ‘What

= do you think of representative institu-

tions, Father Benwell? To my mind

representative institutions are on their

last legs. They vote away more of our

money every year. They sit helpless,
\ while half a dozen impuden$ idiots stop
the progress of legislation from motives
of the mearest kind. And they are not
even sensitive enough to the national
honor to pass & social law among them-
selves which makes it as disgraceful in
a gentlemaX to buy a see$ by bribery as
to cheat at cards. I declarel think the
card-sharper the least degraded person
of the two. He doesn’t encourage his
inferiors to be false to a public trust.
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3 In short, my dear sir, everything wears

e out in this world—and why should the
house of commons be an exception ta
the rule 2’ o

He picked up the next 18ter from the
heap. Ashelooked at the adéress his
face changed. The smile left his lips,
the gayety died out of hiseyes. Traveler,
entreating for more notice with im.
patient forepaws applied to his master’s
knees, saw the alteration, and dropped
into a respectfully-recumbent position.
Father Benwell glanced sidelong off the
célumns of the newspaper, and waited
for events with all the discretion and
none of the good faith of the dog.

¢ Forwarded from Beaupark ?” Win-
_ terfield said to himself. He opened the
z letter, read it carefully to the end,
thonght over it, and read it again.

« Father Benwell!” he said, sud
dealy.

The priest put down the newspap<r.
For a few moments more nothing was I
audible but the steady tick-tick of the
clock.

“We have not been very long ac
quainted,” Winterfield resumed. “*But
our association has been a pleasant one:
and I think I owe to you the duty of 2
friend.”

Father Benwell bowed in silence.

“You are mentioned,” Winterfield
procecded, “in the letter whizh I have
just read.”

¢« Are you ot liberty to tell me the
name of your correspondent?” Father
Benwell asked.

« T am not at liberty to do that. But
I think it due to you, and to myself, to
tell you what the substance ot the let-
teris. The writer warns me to be care-
ful in my intercourse with you. Your
object (I am told) is to make yoursell
acquainted with events in my past life,
and you bave some motive which my-
aorrespcndent has thus far failed te
discover. Ispeak plainly, but I beg
: yoa to understand that I also speak im-
partially. I condemn no man ucheard,
least of all a man whom I have had the
honor of receiving under my own roof.”

s'
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3% Ho spoke with a c-rtain simple dig-
%:" nity. With equal Qignity Father Ben-
well answored. It is needless to say

‘hat he kuew Winterfield's correspond-
ent iv bo Romayne’s wife.

«Tetme sincerely thank yom, Mr.
Winterfield, for a candor which does
Lonor to us both,” he said. “You can
Z scarcely expect me—if I may use such
an expression—to condescend to justify
myself against an accusation which is
an anonymous accusation so far as Tam
concerned. I prefer to meet the letter
by a plain proof and I leave you to
jundge whother I am still worthy of the
friendship to which you have so kindly
alluded.”

With this preface he briefly rel®=i
the circnmstarces under which he'had
become possessed of the packet, and
then hended it to Winterfield, with the

seal uppermost.

«Decide for yourself,” he concluded,
¢whether 2 man bent on prying into
vour private affairs, with that letter en-
tirely at his mercy, would have been
true to the trust reposed in him.”

He rose an@ took his hat, ready to
leave the room if his honor was pro-

Qistrust. Winterfield's genial and un-
suspicious rature instantly accepted
the offerzd proof as conclusive.

« Before I break the seal,” he said,
«let me do you justice. Sit down
again, Father Benwell, and forgive me
it my sense of duty has hurried me into
Lurting vour feelings. No man ought
to know better than I do how often
people misjudge and wrorg each other.”

They shook hands cordially. XNo
moral relief is more eagerly sought
than relief from the pressurc of a se-
riousexplanation. Bycommon consent
they now spoke as lightly as if nothing
had happened. Father Benwell sef the
example.

¢« You actually believe in a priest!”
he said, gayly. “We shall makeagood
Catholic of you yet.”

«: Don’t be too sure of that,” Winter-
field replied. I respect the men who
have given to humanity the inestimable
blessing of quinine—to say nothing of
Mrs. Eyrecourt (now convalescent) was
staying at Ten Acres and was then
taking the air in her chair on wkeels.
The good lady’s nimble and discursive
tongue offered me an opportunity of
referring, in the most innocent manner
possible, to Winterfield’s {avorable
opinion of Romayne’s pictures. I need
scareely say that I looked at Romayne’s
wife when I mentioned the name. She
turned pale, probably fearing that I had
some knowledge of her letter warning
Winterfield not to trust me. Ifshehad
already been informed that he was not
to be blamed, but to be pitied, in the
matter of marriage at DBrussels, she
would have turned red. Such, at least,
is my experience, arawn from recollec-
tions of other days.

“The ladies having served my pur-
pose, I ventured into tlLe house to pay
my respeets to Romayne.

“He was in the study, and his excel-
lent friend and secretary was with him.
After the first greetings, Penrose left
us. His manner told me plainly that
there was something wrong. I asked
no questions—waiting on the chanze
that Romayne might enlighten me.

¢¢T hope you are in better spirits now
that you have your old companion witlh
you,” I said.

“¢Iam very glad to have Penrotc
with me,” he answered. And then he
frowned and looked out of the window
at the two ladies in the grounds.

“It oceurred to me that Mrs. Eyre-
court might be occupying the custo-
mary false position of a mother-in-law.
I was mistaken. He was not thinking
of his wife’s mother—he was thinking
of his wife.

¢ suppose you know that Penrose
fhad an ides of converting me ? he said.
saddeniy.’

T was perfectly candid with him. I
said I knew of it, and approved of it.

¢« ¢« May I hope that Arthur has sne-
ceeded in convincing you?' I ventured
to add.

¢« <He might have succeeded, Father
Benwell, if he had chosen to go on.’

«This reply, as you may easily im-
agine, took me by surprise.

«cArs you really so obdurate that
Arthur despairs of your conversion?’
T asked.

¢ ¢Nothing of the sort! I have thought
and thought of it, and I ean tell you I
was more than ready to meet him half
way.

«¢Then where is the obstacle? I
exclaimed.

«He pointed through the window to
his wife.

s« sThers is the obstacle!” he said, in
a tone of ironclad resignation.

«Rnowing Arthur's character as I
knew if, I at last understood what had
heppencd. Tor a moment I felé reelly
angry. Under these circumstances the
wise conrse was to say nothing mnntil T
could be sure of speaking with exem-
plary moderation. It doesn’t do for 2
man in my position to show anger.

¢ Romayne went on.

s +TWe talked of my wife, Father Ber-
well. the last time yon were here. You
only knew, then, that her receplion of
Mr. Winterfield had determined him
pever to enter my house again. DBy
way of adding to your information on
the subject of * petticoat government,’
I may now tell you that Mrs. Romayne
Las forbidden Penrose to proceed with
he attempt to convert me. By common
preserving learning and civilization—
but I respect still more my own liberty
as a free Christian.”

They both laughed. Father Benwell
went back to his newspaper. Winter-
field broke the seal of the envelope and
took out the inclosnres.

The confession was the first of the
papers at which he bappened to look.
At the opening lines he turned pale.
He read more, and his eyes filled" ith
tears. In low, broken tones, he szid to
the priest :

“You have innocently brought me
distressing news. Ientreatyour pardon
if I ask to be left alone.”

Father Benwell said a few chosen
words of sympathy, and immediately
withdrew. The dog licked his master's
hand, benging listlessly over the arm
of the chair.

Later in the evening a note from
Winterfield was left by messenger at
the priest's lodgings. The writer an-
nouneed with renewed expression of
regret that he would be again absent

he hoped to return to the hotel and
receive his guest on the evenirg of the
day after.

Faiher Benwell righily conjectured
that
town in which his wife had died.

His object in taking the journey was
not, as the priest supposed, to address
inguiries to the rector and the landlady,
who had been present at the fatal ill-
ness and the death, but to justify his
wife's last expression of belief in the
mercy and compassion of the man whom
she had injured. On that ‘*nameless
grave,” so sadly and so humbly referred
1o in the confession, he had resolved to
place & simple stone cross, giving to her
memory the name which she had shrunk
from profaning in ber lifetime. When

faned by the slightest expression of |

from London on the mext day, but that |

Finterficld’s destination was thel

hehad written the brief 1nseription which
recorded the death of “Emma, wife of
Bernard Wirterfield.” and when he had
knelt for a while by the low turf mound,
his errand had come to its end. He
thanked the good rector; he left gifts
with the landlady and her children, by
which he was gratefully remembered
for many a yeer afterward, and theno
with a heart relieved he went back to
London.

Other men might Lave made their
sad little pilgrimage alone. Winter-
field took his dog with him. ¢TI must
have something to love,” he said to the
rector, *‘ at such a time as this.”

CHAPTER IV.—FATHER BENWELL'S CORRE
SPONDENCE.
To the Secretary, S. J., Rome.

“When I wrote last I scarcely
thonght I should trouble you again sc
soon. The necessity las, however,
arisen. I must ask ‘or instructions from
our most reverend general on the sub-
ject of Arthur Penrose.

“I believe I informed you that I
decided to defer iny proposed visit to
Ten Acres Lodge for two or three days,
in order that Winterfield (if he in-
tended to do so) might have time to

communicate with Mrs. Romayne affer
his return from the country. Naturally
enough, perhaps, considering the dell:
cacy of the subject, he has not taken
me into his confidence. I can only
guess that he has maintained the same
reserve with Mrs. Romawne

« My visit to the Lodgo was duly paid
this afternoon.

«T asked first, of course, for the lady
of the house, and hearing she was in
the grounds, joined her there. She
looked i1l and anxious, and she received
me with rigid politeness. T'ortunately,

consent the subject is never mentioned
between ns.” The bitter irony of his
tone thus far suddenly disappeared. He
spoke eagerly and anxiously. ‘I hope
you are mot angry with Arthur!’ he
said.

“ By this time my little flt of ill-
temper was at an end. I answered—
and it was really in a certain sense true—
‘I know Arthur_too well to be angry
with him.’ :

¢ Romayne seemed to berelieved. ‘I
only troubled you with this last do-
mestic incident,” he resumed, ‘to be-
speak your indulgence for Penrose. I
am getting learned in the hiearcky of
tue church, Father Benwell! You are
the superior of my dear little friend,
and you exercise authority over him.
Oh, he is the kindest and best of men !
Itis not his fault. He submits to Mrs.
Romayne—againsthis own better convie-
tion—in the honest belief that he con-
sults the interests of our married life.’

“T don't think I misinterpreted the
state of Romayne’s mind and mielead
you, when I express my belief that this
second indiscreet interference of his
wife between his friend and himself
will produce the very result which she
dreads. Mark my words, written after
the closest observation of him, this new
irritation of Romayre's sensitive self-
respect will hasten his conversion.

¢ You will nnderstand that the one
altarnative before me, after what has
happened, is to fill the place from which
Pearose has withdrawn. But nothing can
be done until the visit of Penrose has
come to an end. Romayne’s secret
sense of irritation may be safely left to
develop itself, with time to help it.

“SoI changed the conversation to
the subject of his literary labors. The
present state of his mind is not favor-
able to work of thatexacting kind. Even
with the help of Penrose to encourage
him, he does not get on to his satisfac.
tion; and yet, 2s I could plainly per-
ceive, ihe ambition to make & name in
the world exercises a stronger influence
over him than ever. All in our favor,
my reverend friend—all in our favor!

<1 took the liberty of asking to see
Penrose elone for a moment, and, this
request granted, Romayne and I parted
cordially. I can make most people
like me when I choose to try. The
master of Vange Abby is no exception
to the rule. Did I tell you, by-the-bye,
that the property has a little declined
of late in value? It is now not more
thaa six thousand a year. We will im-
provoe it when it returns to the church.

)My interview with Penrose was over
in two minutes. Dispensing with all
formality, I took his arm and led him to
the front garden.

¢+« have heard all about it,’ I said,
tand I must not deny that you have dis-
appointed me. But I know your dispo-
sition, and I make allowances. You
have qualiiies, dear Arthur, which per-
Laps put you alittl: oul of place smong
us. I shall be oblized to report what
you have done, but you may trust me
to puh it favorable. Sheke hands, my
son, and whiie wo are togeiher, let us
be as good friends as ever.”

¢ You may think that I spoke in this
way with a view to my indulgent lan-
guage being repeated to Romayne, and
so improving the position which' I have
already gaived in his estimation. Do
you know I re:lly Leiieve I meant itat
the time! The poor fellow gratefully
kissed my hand when I offered it to
him ; he was really not sble to speak.
I alrmost fancy Tam weak about Arthur !
Say a kind word for him when his con-
duet comes under notice, but pray don’t
mention this little {railty of mine, and
dor’t suppose T have any sympathy with
his weak-minded submi-sion to Mrs.
Tomarne's prejudice. If I everfelt the
| wmellest consideration for her (and ]
| cannot call to mind any amiabie emo
| tion of that sort), her lette" to Winter
| leld would have effectially extin
| guished it. Tlere is- something qnite
| revoltin g to me in 2 deceitful woman.

i ““Inclosing this letter, I may quiel
| the minds of our reverend brethren if 1
assure them that my former objection
to associating myself directly with the
conversion of Romayne no longer exists.

“Yes, even at my age end with my
habits, T am now resigned to hearing
and confuting the trivial arguments of a
man who is young enough to be my
son. I shall write a careiully gua=’2d
letter tc Romayne on the departure o
Penrose; and I shall send him a book
to read, from the influence of which ]
expect gratifying results. It is not a
coniroversial work (Arthur has been
beforehand with me there), it is Wise-
man’s ¢ Recollections of the Popes.' I

100k to that essentially readable book
to excite Romayne's imagination by
vivid descriptions of the splendors of
the chureh, and the vast influence and
vower of the higher priesthood. Does
this sudden enthusiasm of mine sur-
prise you? And are you altogether at
a loss to know what it means!

* It means, my friends, that I see our
position toward Romaynein an entirely
new light. Forgive me if I say no
more for the present. I prefer to Dhe
silent until my andacity is justified by
events.”

CHATTER V.—BERNARD WINTERFIELD'S COL-
RESPONDENCE.

L
From 3lrs. Romayne to Mr. Winterfield.

¢ Has my letter failed to reach yon!
I directed it (as I direct this) to Beau.
park, no‘ knowing your London ad-
dress.

“Yesterday Father Benwell called at
Ten Acres Lodge. He first saw mjy
mother and myself, and he contrived to
mention vour name. It was done with
his usunal adroitness, and I might per-
haps have passed it over, if he had not
looked at me. I hopeand pray it may
be only my fancy, but I thought I saw
in his eyes that he was conscions of
having me in his power, and that he
might betray me to my husbard at any
moment.

“T have no sort of claim on you.
And heaven knows I have little reason
to trust you. But I thought you meant
fairly by me when we spoke together at
this house. In that belief, I entreat
vou to tell me if Father Benwell has
intruded into your confidence, or even
if you have hinted anything to him
wbich gives him a hold over me.”

II.

From Mr. Winterfield to Mrs. Romayne,
“Both your letters have reached me.
«T have good reason for believing

that you are entirely mistaken in yom

estimate of Father Benwell’s character.

But I know, by sad experience, how

you hold your opinicns when they are

once formed, and I am eager to relieve
you of all anxiety, so farasIam con
cerned. I have not said onme word—I

Lave not even 1.4 slip the slightest hint

—which could inform TFather Benwell

of that past event in our lives to which

your letter alludes. Your secret is a

sacred secret to me, and it has been and

shall be sacredly kept.

“There is a sentence i your letter
which hes given me great pain. You
reiterate the cruel language of by-gone
days. You say ‘Heaven knows I have
little reason to trust you.’

I have reasonson my own side for
not justifying myself, except under
cortain conditions. If you are ever in
o position of trouble or peril—and God
forbid it ever should be so—which yon
might blamelessly confide to a devoted
friond or brother, I undertake, in that
case, t ¥ prove even to you thatit wasa
eruel injustice ever to have doubted me,
and tkere is no man living whom yon
can more implicitly trust than myself.

*¢ My address, when I am in London,
1s at the head of thispage.”

m.

From Dr. Wylrow to Mr. Winderfield.
“PDear Sm—--I lLave received your

letter, mentioning that you want to ac-
company me at my n xt visit to the
asrinm, to see the French boy, so
strangely associated with the letter de-
livered t» you by Father Benwell.

# Your proposal reaches me too late.
The poor creature’s troubled life has
come to an end. He never rallied from
the exkausting efleet of the fever. Te
the last he was attended by his mother.
I write with true sympathy for that
cxesllent Iady, hut I do not conceal
frowm you or from myself that his death
isnot to be regretted. In a case of the
same extraordirary kind, recorded in
vrint, the patient recovered from the
“ever, and his insanity returned with
his returning health.

¢ Faithfi1ly yours,
“ JosepE WYBROW.”

CHAPTER VI.—THE SADDEST OF ALL WORDS.

On the tenth morning, dsting from
the dispatch of Father Benwell’s last
letter to Rome, Penrose was writing in
the study at Ten Acres Lodge—while
Romayne set at tie other end of the
room looking listlessly at ablank sheet
of paper, with the pen lying idle beside
it. On a sadden he rose, and snateching
up peper and pen threw them irritably
ints the fire.

«Don't trouble yourself to write any
longer,” ho said to Penrose. My
dream is over. Throw my manuseripts
into the waste-paper basket, and never
speak to me of literary work again.”

« Every man devoted toliteraturehas
these fits of despondency,” Penrose
added. “Don't think of your work.
Yand for your horse, and trust to fresh
air and exercise to relieve your mind.”

Romayne barely listened. He turned
round at the fireplace and studied the
reflection of his face in the glass.

«T look worse and worse,” he s2id,
thoughtinlly, to himself.

It was true. His fle-h had fallen
‘away; bis face hal withered and whit-
ened; he stooped like an old mean.
The change for the worse had been
steadily proceeding from the time when
he left Vange Abbey.

#Tt's useless to conceal it from me!”
he burst out, turning toward Penrose.
T am in some way answerable—though
you all deny it—for the French boy’s
death. Why not? His voice is stillin
ny ears—and the stain of his brother’s
blood ison me. I am under a spell!
Do you believe in the witches—the
merciless old women who made wux im-

and stuck pins in their mock likenes:es,

to register the slow wasting away of
their victims day after day? ITcople
disbelieve it in these times; but it hus
never been disproved.” He stopped,
looked at Penrose, and suddenly
changed bhis tone. “‘Arthur! what is
the matter with you? Have you had a
bad nizht? Has anything happened ?”

For the first time in Romayne’s ex-
perience of him Penrose answered
evasively.

¢ Is there nothing to make me anx-
iouns,” he said, “ when T hear you talk
as you are talking now? The poor
French boy died of a fever. MustI
remind you agsin that heowed the hap-

piest days of his life to you and your
geod wife?’ if :

Romayne still looked at Him without
attending to what he said.;

Surely you den’ta#hinkT am deceiv-
ing you?" Penrose remonstrated.

“XNo; I was thinking of something
else. I was wondering whetherI really
know yon as well as I thomght I did,
Am I mistaken in supposing you are
not an ambitions man 2’

“My ounly ambition i{ to lead a
worthy Jife, and to be usefql to my fel-
low-creatures as I can. Does that sat-
isfy you ?” ;

Powmayne hesitated.

It seems szrange—" he began,

#\What seems strange ?” __

“T don't say it seems strange that
you should be a priest,” Romayne ex-
plained. “Iam only surp_l"isad that a
men of your simple way 'of thinking
should have attached himself to the
Order of the Jesuits.” -

«T can quite understand--#hat,” said
Penrose. ‘‘But you shoui#*member
that circumstances ofter mfluence a
man in his choice of avocaifgn. It has
besn sowith me. I am a member of a
lege was near our place ot abode, and &
near relative of mine-since dead—was
one of the resident priests.” He paused,
and addzd, in a lower tone:* *Wken I
was little more than a lad T suffefed a
disappointment which altered my char-
acter for life. I took refugein the col-
lege, and I have found patience and
peace of mind since that time. Oh,
my friend, you :aight bave been a more
contented man—" He stopped again.
His interest in the husband had all but
deceived him into forgetting his prom-
ise to the wife. :

Romayne held out his hand.

“I hope I have not thoughtlessly
burt you,” he said.

Peprose took the offered hand, and
pressed it fervently. He fried to
speak, and suddenly shuddered, like a
man in pain.

¢T am not very well this morning,”
he stammered; ““a turn in the garden
will do me good.” s

Romayne's doubts were’ confirmed by
the manner in which Penrose left him.
Semethinz Lad unqguestionably hap-
peced, which his friend shrank from
communicating to hi:. He sat down
again to his desk and tried to read.
The time passed, and he was still left
aione. When the door at last cpened,
it was only Stella who entered the
room.

¢ Have you seen Perrose ?” he asked.

The estrangement between them had
been steadily widening of late. Ro-
mayne had expressed his resentment at
his wife's interference between Penrose
and himself, by that air of contemptu-
ous endurance which is the hardest
penalty that & man can inflict on the
woman who loves him. Stella Lad sub-

itted with a proud and silent resigna-
tion—the most unfortunate form of pro-
test that she could have adopted toward
a man of Romayne's temper. ‘Whenshe
now appeared, however, in her hus-
band’s study, there wasa change in her
expression which he instantly noticed.
She looked at him with eyes softened by
sorrow. Defore she could answer his
first question he hurriedly added en-
other. ¢Is Penrose really ill ?”

**No, Lewis. Mo is distressed.”

# About what ¥

¢ About you and about himself.

«]s he going to leave us?”

“Yes.”

«But ke will come back again ?”

Stella took a chair by her husband’s
gide. “I am truly sorry for you,
Lewis,” she said. “It is even a sad
parting for me, If you will let me say
it, T have 2 sincere 1egard for dear Mr.
Penrose.”

Under other eircumstances this con-
fession of feeling for a man who had
sacrificed his dearest aspiration to the
one consideration of her happiness
might have provoked a sharp reply.
But by this time Romayne had really
become elarmed. *You speak as if
Arthur was going to leave England,” he
said.

+ e leoves England this afternoon,”
she answered, © for Kome.”

“Why does he tell thisto youand
not to me ?” Romayne asked.

« He cannoi trust himself to speak of
it to you. He begged me to prepare
you—"

Her courage failed her. She pansed.
Romayne beat Lis hand impatiently on
the desk before him. “Speak out!” he
eried. ‘‘If Rome is not the end of his
journey, what is#’

Stella hesitated no longer.

¢“Heg goes to Rome,” she said, “tc
receive liis instructions, and to become
personally acjuainted with the mission-
aries whe are associated with him.
They will lcave Loghorn in the next
vaszel which sets sail for a port in Cen-
tral America. And the dangerous duty
intrusted to them is to re-establish one
of the Jesuit missions destroyed by the
savages years since. They will find
their church a ruin and not a vestige
left of the house onee inhabited by the
mnrdered priests. It is not concealed
from them that they may be martyred
too. They are soldiers of the cross; and
they go—willingly go—to save the
souls of the Indians at the peril of
their lives.”

Romayne rose and advanced to the
door. There he turned and spoke to
Stella.

“TWhere is Arthur ?” he said.

Stella gently detained him.

“There was ona word mere he en-
treated me to say—pray wait and hear
it,” she pleaded. ‘ His one grief is at
leaving you. Apart from that Le de-
votes himself gladiy to the dreadful
service which claims him. He has long
locked !orsard to it, and has long pre-
pared himself for it. Those, Lewis, are
his own words.”

There was a knock et the docr. The
servant appeared to announce that the
carriage was waiting.

Peurose entered the room as the man
left if.

¢« Hava you spoken for me?” he said
to Stella.

She conld only answer him by a ges-
ture. He turned to Romayne with a
smile.

¢ The saddest of 2ll words must be
spoken,” be said. * Farewell.”

Pale and trembling, Romayne took his
band.

« g this Father Benwell's doing ?” he
asked.

“Nol”

. .

Penrose answered, firmly

In Father Benwell's position it might
have been his doing, but for his good-
ness to me.  For the first time since I
have known him, he has shrunk from a
regponsibility. TFor mysake he haslelt
it to Rome. And Rome has spoken.
“ Qh, my more than friend, my brother
in love—!”

IIis voice failed him,

With a resola-

tion thas was nothing less than hereie |

in a man of his affectionate nature he
recovered his composure.

¢ Let us make it aslittle miserable a3
it can be,” he said. ‘“ At every oppor-
tunity we will write fo each other. And,
who knows ? ~Imay yet come back to
you. God has preserved his servants in
dangers as great as any that I shali en-

counter. May that merciful God bless |
Ob, Nowayne, what |

and protect you.
happy days we have had together!”
His last powers of resistance were worn
out. Tears of noble sorrow dimmed
the friendly eyes which had never leoked
unkindly on the brother of his love,
He kissed Romayne. “Ilelp me out!”
ke eaid, turning Llndly toward the hall
in which the servant was waiting. That
last act of merey wasnot left to a ser.
vanb. With sisterly tenderness Stella

| took his hand and ied him away. “I

shall remember you gratefully as long
as I live,” she said to him when the
carringe door was closed. He waved
his hand at the window, and she saw
him no more.

She retiarned to the study.

The relief of tears had come *o Ro-
mayne. He had dropped into 2 chair
wher Penrose left him. 1In stony
silence he sat there, his head down, his
eyes dry and staring. The miserable
days of their estrangement were forgot-
ten by his wife in the moment when she
looked at him. 8he knelt by his side,
and lifted his head a little and laid i%
on her bosorn. Her heart was full—she
let the caress piead for her silently. He
felt it; his cold fingers pressed her hand
thankfully; but he said nothing. After
a long interval the first ontward ex-
pression of sorrow that fell from his
lips showed that he was still thinking
of Penrose.

“Every blessing falls away from
me,” he said. “I have lost my best
friend.”

Years afterward Steila remembered
those words, and the tone in which he
had spoken them.

CHAPTER VII.—THE IMPULSIVE 5ZX.

After a lapse of a few days Father
Beawell was agzin a visitor at Ten
Acres Lodge—by Romayne's invitation.
The priest nccupied the very chair by
the study fireside in which Penrose had
been azcustomed to sit.

¢TIt igreally kind of you to come to
me,” said Nomayne, ¢ so scon after re-
ceiving my ackaovledgment of youmr
ietter. I can’'t tell you how I was
tonched by the manuer in which you
wrote of Penrose. To myshame, I con-
fess it, T had no idez ihat you were sc
warmly attached to him.”

T gearcely knew it myself, Bir. Re-
mayne, uniil our dear Arthur was taken
away from us.”

“Tf you used your influence, Fathez
Benwell, is iheir no hope that you
might yet persuade him -7

“To withdraw from the mission ? Ok,
Mr. Romayne, don't you know Arthur's
character better than that? Even his
gentle temper has its resolute side.
The zeal of the first martyrs to Chris-
tianity is the z»al that burns in that
zoble nature, The mission hasbeen the
dream of Lis life; it is endeared to him
by the very dapgers which we dread.
Porsuade Arthur to desert the dear 2nd

Father Benwell everywhere else, anl—
say, the patriarch Abrahamat Ten Acres
Lodge.”

Tather Berwell lifed his persuasive
hands in courteous protest. Ny dear
lady! pray make your mind easy. Not
one word on the subject of religion has
passed between Mr. Romayne and my-
self—"

1 beg your pardon,” Mrs. Eyrecourl
interrapted; “I am afraid I fail to fol-
low yoa. My silent son-in-law looks as
if he longed to smother me, and my at
tention is naturally distracted. You
were about to say—"

«T was about {o say, dear Mrs. Eyre-
eour’, that you are alarming yourself
witbont any reason. Not one werd
o1 uny  controversial  subjeet has
passed—"

Mrs. Eyrecourt cocked her head with
the artless vivacity of u bird. ¢ Ab,
but it might, thoughI” she suggested,
slyly. -

Father Benwell once more remon-
strated in dumb show, and Romayne lost
Lis temper. ozl

“Mrs. Eyrecourt!” he cried, sternly.

Mrs. Eyrecourt screamed and lifted
her hands to her ears.

T am not deaf, dear Romayne—and
I am not to be put down by any ill-
vimed exhibition of what I may col: do-
mestic feroeity. Father Benwell sets
you aa example of Christian moderation,
Do, please, follow it.”

Romayne refused to follow it.

“Talk on any other topic that you
like, Mrs. Eyrecourt. I request you—
don’t oblige me to use a harder word—1I
request you to spare Father Benwell and
myself any further expression of your
opinion on controversial subjects.”

A son-in-law may make arequest, and
2 mother-in-law may decline to comply.
3rs. Eyrecourt declined to comply.

“No, Romayne, it won't do. T may
lament your unhappy temper, for my
daughter’s sake—but I know what I am
about, and you can't provoke me. Our
reverend friend and I understand each
other. He will make allowances for a
sensitive woman, who has hed sad ex-
perience of conversions in her own
household. My eldest danghter, Fathe1
Benwell—a poor, foolish creature—was
converted into 2 nunnery. The last
time I saw her (she used to be sweetly
vretty; my dear husband quite adored
her)—the last time I saw ler,
she had a red mnose, and, what
is even more revolting at her age, a
double chin. She received me with her
lips pursed. up, and her eyes on the
gronred, and she was insolent enough to

say that she would prar for me. Iam
not & furious old man with a long white

beard, and I don’t curse my daughter

and rush out intoath under-storm after-
ward, but I know what Eing Lear felt,

and I have struggled with hysteries
just as he did. With your wonderful
insight into human pature, I am sure
you will sympathizo and forgive me.
Mr. Penrose, as my deughter tells me,
Dehaved in the mmost gentlemanlike
manner. I make the same appeal to
your kind forbearance. The bare pros-
pect of our dear friend here becoming
a Cutholie—"

Remzyne's temper gave way once
more.

« If anything can make me a Cath-
olic,” he said, *“your interference will
do it.”

tQut of sheor perversity, dear Ro-
mayne "

«Not at all, Mrs. Eyrecourt. If I
became a Catholie, I might escape from
the society of ladies in the refuge cfa
monastery.”

Mrs. Eyrecourt hit him beck agin,
with the readiest dexterity.

«“Remain a Protesiant, my dear, and

devoted colleagues who have opened | go to your club. There is a refuge for
their arms to him? I might as s0om | voy from the ladies—a monastery, Witk
persuade that statue in the garden to | ;.. 1ittle dinmers and all the newspa-
desert its pedestal and join usin this | pers and periodicals.” Having lanaeched

room. Shall we change the sad subject ?
Have you received the book which I
sent you with my letter ?”

Remayne took up the book from his
desk. Before he could speak of it
some one called out briskly, on the
other side of the door: “May I come
in?” and came in without waiting 10 be
asked. Mrs. Egrecourt, painted and
robed for the morning, wafting perfumes
as she moved, appeared in the study.
She looked at the priest, and lifted her
many-ringed hands with a gesturs of
coquettish terror.

0O, dear me ? I had no idea you
were here, Father Benwell. I ask tfen
thonsand pardons. Dear and admirable
Romagrne, you don't look as if you were
pleased to see me. Good gracious! I
sm not interrupting a confession,
am I?”

Father Benwell (with his paternal
cmile in perfect order) resigned his
chair to Mrs. Eyrecourt. The traces of
her illness still showed themselves inan
intermittert trembling of her head anp
her hands. She had enfered the room,
strongly suspecting that the process of
conversion might be proceeding in the

absence of Penrose. and (etermined to
fnterrupt it. Guuded by bis subtle in-

telligence, Father Benwell penetrated |

her motire as soon as she opened the
door. Mrs. Eyrecourt bowed gracionsly
and took the offered chair. Tather
Benwell sweetened his paternal smile,
and offered to get a footstool.

“How «lad I am,” he said, “to see

on in vour customary good spirits[ |
b - ; I | . G : 4
! dressing his wife, ‘*by inducing Mrs.

Dut wasn't it just a little malieious to
talk of interrupting a confession? As
if Mr. Romayne was one of us! Queen
Elizabeth herself could scarcely have
said a sharper thing to a poor Catholic
priest !”

“You clever creature!” said Mrs.
Eyrecourt. “How easily you see
through a simple woman like me!

will make it up as the children say. Do
vou know, Father Denwell, a most ex-
traordinary wish hassuddeuiy come to
me. Please don't be offended. I wish
you were & Jew.”

“May Iask why?” Father Benwell
inquired.

Mrs. Esrecourt explained herself with
the modest self-distrust of a maiden of

filteen. “I am really so ignorant I | court added.

! gion of gratitude.

this shaft, she got up, and recovered her
easy courtesy of look and manner. “I
am o much obliged to you, Father Ben-
well. I have not offended you, I hope

and trust?’ i
“You have done me a service, dear

Mrs. Eyrecourt. Dnt for your saiutary
caution, I might have drifted into con-
troversial subjects. I shall be on my
gnard now.”

« How very good of you! We shall
meet again, I hope, under more agree-
able circumstances. After that polite
aliusion to & monastery, I understand
that my visit to 10y son-in-law may as
well come to an end. Please don't for-
get 5 o'clock tea at my house.”

As she approached the door it was
opened from the outer side. Her
daughter met her half-way.

¢ Why are you here, mamina " Stella
asked.

«Why, indeed, my love! You had
better leave the room with me. Our
amizble Romayne’s present idea is to
relieve himself of our society by retiring
to a monastery. Don't you see Father
Benwell 2”

Stella coldly returncd the priest’sbow

and looked at Romayne. She felt o
vague forewarning of what bad hap-

pened. Mrs. Egsrecourt procecded to
enlighten her as an appropriate expris-
“1We are indeed in-
debted to Father Denwell, my dear,
He has been most considerate and
kind—"

Romayne interrnpted her withous
ceremony. * Favor me,” he said, ad-

Ejyrecourt to continue her narrative in
another room.”
Stella was scarcely conscions of wkat

Ler mother or her husband had seid.
S.ie felt that the priest’s eyes were on

her. Under the spell of those watehful
eyes she trembled inwardly; her cus-

| tomary tact deserted her; she made an

indireet apology to the man whom she
There--I give vou my hand to kiss; we | indirect apolog¥

hated and feared.

¢ Whatever my mother may havesaid
to you, Father Benwell, has been with-
out my knowledge.”

Romaine attempted to speak, but
Tather Benwell was too quick for him,

“Dear Mrs. Romayne, nothing has
been said which needs any disclaimer
on your part.”

« T should thirk not!” Mrs. Eyre
¢“TReally, Stella, I don’t

scarcely know lLow to put it. But| understand you. Why may I not say
learned persons have told me that it is | (o Futher Benwell what you said to Mr.
the peculiarity of the Jews—may I say | Penrose? You trasted Mr. Penrose as
the amiable peculiurity?>—never to |yourfriend. I can tell you this—Iaw
make converts. It would be so nice if | quite sure you may trust Father Ben.
vou would take a leaf out of their book | well.”

when we have the happiness of receivicg |

Once more Romayne attempted to

vou here. My lively imarination pic- | speak. Aad once more Father Bea:
g A o £ 1 1 8T

turez you in & doable

character, * well was beforehand with bim.

“May I hope,” said the priest, with
a finely ironical smile, ‘that Mrs.
Romayne agrees with her excellent
mother?”

With all her fear of him, the ezas-
perating influence of his tenme and his
look was more than Stella could en:
dure. Defore she could restrain them,
the rash words flew out of her lips.

“I am not sufliciently well ae-
quainted with you, Father Benwell, to
express an opinion.”

With that answer she took he:
mother's arm and left the room.

The moment they were alone, Ro-
mayne turned to the priest, trembling
with anger. TFather Benwell, smiling
indulgently at the lady’s little out-
bresk took him by the hand, with
peace-making intentions. “Now don't
—pray don't excite yourself!”

Romayne was not to be pacified in
‘hat way. His anger was trebly inten-
“sified by the long continued strain on
his nerves of the effort to control him-
self.

“T panst and will speak on.&stkst 1y
he said. “Father Beawell, £ Hope you.

understand that nothing could have
kept me silent so long but the duty of
conrtesy toward women, on which the
ladies of my household have so inex-
cusably presumed. No words can say
how much ashamed I am of what has
happered. Iecan only appesl to your
admirable moderation and patience to
accept my apologies, and the most sin-
cere expression of my regret.”

“No more, Mr. Romsayne! As a
favor to me, I beg and entreat you will

say no more. Sit down and compose
yourself.”

But Romayne was impenetrable to
the influence of iriendly and forgiving
demonstrations. 7

*T can never expect yon to enter my
house again!” he exclaimed.

“My dear sir, I will}come and seeyou
again with the greatest of pleasure on
any day that- you may sppoint—the
earlier day tha better. Come, come!
let us laugh. I don’t say it disrespect-
fully, but poor dear Mrs. Eyrecourt hae
been more amusiDg than ever.
pect o see our excellent archbishop to-
morrow, and I must really tell him how
the good lady felt insulted when her
Catholie danghter offered to pray for
her. There is scarcely anything more
lmmmorous; even in Moliere. And the
double chin and the red nose—all the
fanlt of those dreadful Papists. Oh,
dear me, you stiil take it seriomsly.
How Iwish you had my sense of humor?
When shall I come again and tell you

| how the archbishop likes the story of

the nun’s mother ?

He held out his hand with irresisti-
ble cordiality. Romayne took it grate-
folly, still bent, however, on making
atonement. ) .

“TLet me first do myself the honor of
calling on you,” he said. “I am inno
state to open ray mind, as I might have
wished to open it to you, after what
has happened. Ia a day or two more—"

©Say the day =after to morrow,”
Father Benwell hospitably suggested.
“Do me a great favor. Come and eat
your bit of mutton and some remark-
ably good claret, a present from ove of
the faithful. You will? Tkat's hearty!
And do promise mo to thizk no more of
our little domestic comedy. Relieve
your mind. Look at ¢ Wiseman's Recol-
lections of the Popes.” Good-bye—God
bless you !

The servant wko opened the Louse-
door for Father Denwell was agreeably
surprised by the priest’s cheerfuiness.

¢« He isn't half a bad fellow,” the man
announced among his colleaguues.
¢ Gave me half a crown, and went out
humming a tune.”

—_—

CHAPTER VIIL.—TFATHER BENWELL'S CORRE-
STONDEXNCE.

To the Secretary, S. J., Rome.

| &

«] bey to acknowledge the receipt of
your letter, mentioning that our rever-
end fathers are discouraged st not hav-
ing heard from me for more than six
weeks.

T am sorry for this—and I am more
than sorry to hear that my venerated
brethren regret having sanctioned the
idea of obtaining the restoration of the
Vange property to the church. ILet
me humbly submit that the eircum-
stances justified the idea. An unen-
teiled property in the possession of a
wen of imaginative teraperament, with-
Jut any near relatioas to c¢onirol him,
{s surely a property which might change
bards, ueder the favoring circum-
stances of that man’s conversior to the
Catholic faith? It may be objected
that the man i3 mnot yet converted
Also, that he is now married, and may
have an heir to his estate. Grant me
a delay of another week—and I will un
dertake to meet the first of those ob-
jections. In the meantime, I bow to
superior wisdom; and I do not ven-
tare to 2dd snother word in my own

defense.
IL

«“Tha week’s grace granted to me
has elapsed. I write with humility. At
the same time, I have something to say
for myself.

“Yesterday, Mr. Lewis Romayrne, of
Vange Abbey, was received into the com-
munity of the Huly Catholic Charel.
I incioze an accurate newspaper report
of the ceremonies which attended the
conversion.

“De pleased to inform m» by tele-
graph, whether our reverend T'athers
wish me to go or not. ’

1¥E F¥XD OF TIE FOURTH DOOXE.

Fogg put his foot into 1t bodily when
he was introduced to Mrs. Smith and
her daughter. He wished to say some-
thing neat and gallant. Addressing the
daughter, said he : “Really, madam, I
never should bLave suspected that that
lady was your daughter. I supposed,
of course, that you were sisters; I did,
I assare you.” “Thankyou, Mr. Fozg,”
replied Miss Smith. “Yoa were per-
fectly right in thinking that lady could
not be my daughter. She is my mother,
sir.” Fogg went off in a hurry, calling
somebody or other a confounded fool,
while Miss Smith was heard to remark
indignantly, “Sisters, indeed ”

The word thimble is derived from
“Thumb-bell,” being at fist thumble
and afterwurd thimble. The little in-
strument itself is a Dutch invention,
and was first introduced in England
about the year 1603 by Jobn Lofting.

lex-

Oriental Contrasts,

Identity of terms applied to the
necessaries of life, and similarity of the
rude implements by which the simple
operations of indastry aie performed,
show that the art of craftsmen bad
reached a certain excellence before the
European parted company with the
patives of India. But by neither of these
clews can any connection be traced
between Chinz and other lands. The
language, even in its simplest roots, has
no analogy; and the implemerts of
industry have characteristic forms which
show that in the earliest period of her
existence China drew nothing irom
other peoples. What she required, she ;
originated; she imitated nothing, as =
the following facts most clearly indi-
cate:

The anvil of the Chinese smith i3 not
flat, like the anvil of other countries,
but convex on its upper or working
surface ; and the beilows of a Chinese
forge, instead of working vertically, has
s horizontal stroke. The paper of the .
Chinese is thin and weak ; it is printed
on one side only, but doubled to present
afolded-edge at therim of theleaf,2nd a
printed surface on eitner side. The
ckain pump of China has s square
~eylindrie: 58 is- made’ eleewhere
by xelting together copper'and zige in -
a crocible; in Chins, by suspending
thin sheets of copper, beated almost to
melting, in the vapor of molten zinc.
The German silver of Europe is made’
by combining thesmsterials in their
wmetallic econdition; the Chinese equiv-
alent by mangling the ores of the.
metals, and reducing them to produce
the alloy. Spangles are made not by
cutting or stamping from steel metal,
but by flattening wire first bent into
annular form. Pewter vessels are not
cast, but are shaped by hammering upon
a block. The primitive mill nrad in
many countries for crushing apples for
cider, for pulverizing ores, and com-
posed of # wheel traveling in a groove
or channel, has, among the western
nations, its wheel running continnously
in a certain track around » vertica: axle;
in Cbina its wheel runs toand fro in a
horizontal movement. Chinese lanterns
are not made of horn like those of the
Romsns, nor of perforated metalas lonz
since in Earope, nor of giass 2s 18 now
universal, but of a varnished pspar
stretched on bamboo frames, sometimes
of little cost for the muititude, some-
times of great intrinsic worth and

i

blazoned with titles for the mandarins. 5
The domestic industry of otherlands has kg
obtained the healthful xeid of vinegar - s
from the acetic f-rwentation of the 2
sweet juice of fruts; the Chinese by ‘}:
placing in water the sex polyp s found e
along the coasts. The fish cultore, so | S
recently attracting the attention of the e

PN,

United States and o her countries, is A
old in China ; but Chinesa fish cultarists -
put the spawn in an egz shell and place S
it under a batching fowl, and, after due -
delay, break the shell in water warmed
by the sun. "%

POPULAR SCIENCE.

As we ascend from the earth the sir
grows thinner and thinner. From this
fact astronomers believe that the limit
of the atmosphere is 200 miles from the
earth's surface. .

In Alpine regﬁ there are more nar-
row, pertly-closed flowers than else-
where, and a greater proportion cf long-
tongue insects, the flora seeming to be-
exactly adapted to the insects feeding
on its honey.. ? A

Professor Osborne Reynolds has been
trying to discover why, nnder certain
circumstances, drops of water may be
seen floating for some time on -the sur-
face of pools during s shower before
they disappear. He believes that his
experiments proved that the suspension
deperds only on the purity of the sur-
face of the water, and not at all on the
temperature er condition of the sir.

The resalts of the experients of Dr.
Lacerdo Filho on the poison of the rat-
tlesnske are : 1. The poison acts upon
the blood by desfroying the red corpus-
cles, and by changiog the physical and
chemiczl quality of the plasma. 2. The
poison contains scme mobile bodies,
similar to the microceecus of putrefac-
tion. 3. The blood of an animal kilted
by & snake’s bite, when inoculated to
another animal of the same size and
species, cuuses the death of the latter
within a few bours, under the same
symptoms snd the same changes of the
blood. 4. The pcison ean be dried and
preserved for a long time without losing
its specific quality. 5. Alcobol is the
best antidote for the poison yet knowa.

Frozen salmon have been imported in
excelient condition in London from the
Hudson Bay settlements. The vessel
wag fitted with one of the patent dry-
air refrigerators, invented by Mr. 8. L
Coleman, and manufactured by some
Glasgow company. Thehold w2s made
air-tight and lined with 2 non-conduet-
ing substance. As socon as the fish
wers caught, they were depoesited in the
hold at the rate of about three tons a
day, until the compartment, holding
thirty-five tons, wes filled. The tem-
perature at which the fish was kept
during the voyage was between 20
degrees and 22 degrees Fahrenheit. This
successful experiment is an important
one for the fish industry in the United
States.

The Carnage at Fredericksbarzg.

«] was sergeant of s gun which was
stationed just there,” #aid an ex Con-
federate to me as we faced the height.,
“We did mnot believe the Federals
would charge the hill, and when they
came the second time we cheered them.
Such bravery I never saw on a battle-
field. Some of tbe men who were hif
way down the street hobbled and limped
forward, and were struck down witnin
one hundred feet of the wall.  This
road was the worst spectacle of the
whoie war. Our artillery created hor-
rible slanghter on the heavy lines of
men at such close range. That tree
down there at the corner of the garden
st0od in an open field then, and just
beyond it was a slight swell. As Sam-
per’s troups came over that sweil in
their second chsrge, I fired into the
lines just to the right of the tree, aud
the shell killed or wounded nearlyevery
man in ope company. I saw grape and
canister open lanes through the ranks,
and yet the blue lines closed up agein
and dashed ut the 5ase of the hill. We
thoueht they were madmen.

«Down where the old shed stands T
eaw a curious thing tbat day. When
Sumper was driven back the second
time a single Federal soldier was left
on his feet among the dead there.  In-
-tead of fulling back with the rest he
stood there aad load:d and fired as
ecolly as if at target practice. He
wounded ome man in my company,
killed a eorporal farther up the hill,
and shot a lieutenant there where the
wall curves. He fced as many as six
shots, being fired at in return by a thou-
sand men; but, as he turned and walked
away, our men ceased firing and gave
him cheer after cheer.— 3L Quad.

The Chico (Cal) Record tells this
storv: A couple of Chicamen, while
fishing in the Saier:mento river Dear
Chico landing. were attacked by a large
snake, which coiled abou” oae of them.
The other Chinaman seized & hafchet
and cut the monster to pieces. They
proceeded to measure it, a_ml. rizciog
together the parts severad. 1t measared

fortv-three feet and seven irches, snd
was a8 large mound /s 8 'S leg. i
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